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A woman seeking Zen and happiness came to a master teacher for instruction. He 
showed her into a small cloister full of books, a table and chair then instructed the 
woman to read all the books. In his hand, he carried a staff. Before leaving her to 
duties, the Zen Master whacked the student with it. For weeks, she struggled with the 
books and each day the master checked her progress and before leaving each time, 
whacked her with his stick. After many weeks, she became very weary and sore from 
pain. When Master again checked on her, this time the woman snatched away his staff 
before he could whack her. Zen Master smiled, deeply bowed then reverently said, “The 
student is now my master; I have nothing more to teach. You ceased fear of the staff to 
end your pain. All the knowledge of this world cannot teach you that; it is your task to 
find out and only you can stop your pain.” The student returned master’s stick, then he 
led to the front gates showing her out and they parted to meet nevermore. A suffering 
soul found her happiness when she freed it from the prison of fear and hurt carried 
within her heart. The butterfly is free. 


